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it proved more modest in scope in the working out than I had anticipated, but I am almost satisfied with it nevertheless. I hope you may not frown upon it, when in the fullness of time it is chanted before you. I am at work now on a rather hopelessly fantastic thing, I fear, half-lyric, half-dramatic; I shall try to excuse the wil-fulness of the form by calling it a Masque. The subject is the Judgment-day — no less — a kind of sketchy modern working over of the theme, from the point of view of the accusing human. God Almighty promises to be an engaging figure, with proper foreshortening. The protagonist is the archangel Raphael, a staunch humanist (his snemies — Heaven confound their counsels! — tvould say a sentimentalist), and principal roles ire sustained by such pleasing characters as the Seventh Lamp of the Throne, the Angel of the Pale Horse, the Lion of the Throne, and the Spirit of the Morning-star. I foresee great possibilities, — a kind of Hebrew Gotterdammerung, vith a chance for some real speaking-out-in-neeting—hoop-la! — Excuse my barbaric yawp; t is merely meant to express enthusiasm.
We keep a gondola-slave, and make frequent rips to the Lido, which however is dull as yet.
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